dripping or moist roof, and the moonlight entering in
upon it by some means or other, and yet the colours
were more like melted gems. I lay looking up till the light
of the fire faded away, and the man and his wife and child
had crept into their bed at the other end of the room.
I did not sleep much, but passed a comfortable night,
for my bed, though hard, was warm and clean: the un-
usualness of my situation prevented me from sleeping.
I could hear the waves beat against the shore of the lake;
a little " syke " close to the door made a much louder
noise; and when I sate up in my bed I could see the lake
through an open window-place at the bed's head. Add
to this, it rained all night. I was less occupied by remem-
brance of the Trossachs, beautiful as they were, than the
vision of the Highland hut, which I could not get out of
my head.

DOROTHY WORDSWORTH (from The Journals)

Farewell thou busy World, amd may
We never meet again:
Here I can eat and sleep, and pray,
And do more good in one short day
Than he who his whole age out-wears
Upon thy most conspicuous theatres,
Where nought but vice and vanity do reign,
Good God ! how sweet are all things here!
How beautiful the fields appear!
How cleanly do we feed and lie !
617